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Destruction cane 


He placed his foot over it and twisted his shoe several 
times until he was sure it was destroyed. This had been a 
boring day with absolutely nothing to do and he had had to 
find some way to amuse himself until his friends returned. 
He lifted his foot and looked down. Well, why shouldn’t he 
have destroyed it? There was nothing else to do and besides, 
what difference did a. tiny little anthill make? Anyway, he had 
already smuched one or two others, well - maybe even three 
or four, and one more surely wouldn’t mean anything to 
anybody. —— 

The sun had finally risen high in the sky and he could feel 
his body becoming warm. He was tired - tired of doing 
nothing. He sat down on the grass and began to look at where 
the anthill used to be. He observed several tiny ants who had 
just returned from their day’s work and were now looking for 
their house. He began to think. 

The ants looked confused. They were bumping into each 
other and heading off in all directions. What would happen to 
them? Would they die or would they go join another family of 
ants or would they rebuild their own house? Were ants like 
people? He had seen people affected by destruction. Some of 
those people survived. Some did not. Why was there 
destruction anyway? So very many people always get hurt 
from it and it is so useless. There is no reason for 
destruction. But, hadn’t he just destroyed the ants? Well, ants 
are not people. People are destroyed by guns and war. He 
would never destroy people. He had destroyed the anthill 
because there was nothing to do. People usually have a reason 
for destroying each other. Do people really have a reason or 
do they, too, just have nothing to do. Sometimes people are 
confused. And the ants were confused also. So there - there 
is a relationship between ants and people. If he had already 
destroyed the anthills, maybe someday he, too, would destroy 
people. Aren’t there other ways to destroy people than by 
guns or war? 

The heat from the sun now was almost unbearable. As he 
looked up into the sky, several trickles of sweat rolled off 
his neck and slowly descended down his back. The sun will 
never be destroyed. The sun is necessary for the people on 


earth to live. God would not allow for such a foolish thing to 
happen. God did not destroy. But God did not stop him from 
destroying the anthills. The anthills were gone. He looked 
quickly once more atthe blinding light from the sun. Yes, the 
sun was still in the sky. It had not been destroyed - not yet, 
at least. 

He finally stood up. He had been stooping over for some 
time now and his back had begun to ache but his eyes 
automatically began to search the grass. Ifonly he could find 
another anthill. This time he would not destroy it; he would 
look at it, learn from it, and maybe even protect it. But, for 
some reason, he couldn’t see any. Only this morning there 
had been so many small red mounds inhis backyard and now 
he could not even find one. What had happened to all the 
anthills? His eyes suddenly became silent with realization. 
He looked at the sun. His gaze fell back down to the grass. It 
was already too late. They were all gone. He had destroyed 
them. 


ODE TO CARRBORO 


The rain 

beating on the window 
drowns out the sounds 
within the car— 

The silent sounds, 

of words not spoken 
and exploding feelings 


The goodbyes 

are forced 

and unnecessary— 

they are what’s left 
after all has been said, 
and felt— — 

goodbyes and rain 


MARY BETH MEACHUM 


TRILOGY 
1. THE ENGAGEMENT 


the cigarette burned itself down to ashes 
amongst more ashes, 

and i stared into the nite 

and hung out the screenless window 

in order to catch a bit of air 

that happened to be moving. 

and i concentrated on a red and yellow 
sign that was alive & vibrant & electric, 
and those lights and i were all that existed. 
and as i watched, one of them blinked - 
and all was silent. 


22,07 IN. Be 


the level of boredom 

slowly rose 

and climbed up the wall 

and covered the ceiling. 

and the stale air, 

contaminated by a thousand coughs, 
concentrated itself around my chair 
and burst my eardrums. 

and the fog became more dense 

and more impenetrable, 

and the voice droned on 

and became more incomprehensible, 
and more unbearable, 

and some merciful soul 

opened a window, 

and i jumped out. 


3. THE CATWALK 


a thin glimmer of light 

pierced the darkness 

and fel] at my feet. 

and i took courage 

and went timidly, haltingly 
forward. 

and with each succeeding step, 
the glimmer lighted my way 
and became a Shaft of strength 
between panels of blackness. 
but suddenly, unexpectedly, 
my courage was gone 

and terror increased 

and made me pause. 

and i reached out for the light 
only to grasp 

a railing of iron. 


BARBARA TAYLOR 


INFLUENCE 


I was once a maternity away, 
Floating free in the awareness of oneness, 
Until, inverted, I sprouted 

into the transient existence 

of opaque shapes and cycles 

and took my leave of them 

to shuffle knowingly into 

a duet of lonely contemplation 


SUSAN ANNE WARREN 
'68 (CLASS OF) 


Going, Going, Gone aanoso 


Stop that, Jeffrey. Do you hear me? This is your Mother 
speaking. Jeffrey! Listen to Mommy. Get off that floor. NOW! 

Mommy, Jeffie’s banging his head on the floor. 

Just ignore him. He’ll stop it if you ignore him. Oh, I 
can’t stand it. Jeffrey, getup. You’re makinga scene. You’re 
blocking the aisle! Get up and sit here in the cart. . .and 
stop making that noise. Oh. My God, I can’t take anymore - 

Mommy, I want some of this cereal - the kind with the toys 
inside. 

Put it back, Barbie. You wouldn’t eat itthe last time - we 
have a whole box at home. 

But the toy’s what I want. 

Put it back - now. Jeffrey - don’t put that in your mouth. 
It’s dirty. Sit still. No, youdon’t have to go to the bathroom - 
you just went before we left Grandma’s. 

Mommy, it’s almost time for Looney Tunes. 

Cynthia! 

Louise! My God - is this a madhouse. I can’t think. My 
head. . .going to try that other A&P. Plus, Oscar’s been 
home all week. All week, mind you - he’s down with the 
African flu or whatever you call it. I’d just as soon live 
with the devil when Oscar’s sick - so cranky. He’s just not 
the same man I married when he has the flu. Harold will be 
sure to catch it next. I tried to get him to the doctor for his 
shot but he hid behind the refrigerator. Stubborn - just like 
Oscar. Where’s Harold. HAROLD! Get away from that shelf. 
No, you may not. 

Mommy, the Looney Tunes! 

Barbie, don’t interrupt. I’ve got to get home, Louise - I 
have a splitting headache. Jeffrey, get down. I can’t stand 
your squirming. Pick up your shoe and put it on. No, you 
can wait until we get home to go. 

Don’t touch that, Harold. 

Harold, Harold, Harold! Harold is a creepy dope! 

Barbie, catch Jeffrey - and quit that yelling. Louise, I 
have to run. These kids... 

Sure, Cynthia - if anybody should know about kids, I 
should. Look at Harold. Now, that kid is getting completely 
out of control. I’m going to have some problems with that 


one - I can tell you that right now. 

Oscar is spoiling him rotten - buys him electric trains, 
anything he wants. Me, what do I get? Headaches. Come on, 
Harold. 

*Bye Harold - you creepy dope! 

Barbie! 

No, we’re having lamb chops. Runand catch Jeffrey before 
he knocks something over. 

I want to go home and watch Looney Tunes. Then I want 
to watch... 

Go get Jeffrey! Now. 

Mommy! Jeffie just went! 

Oh, my God. 


FALSE INTERLUDE 


I remember being very aware 

of the crunching of gravel beneath our feet 

and the beaming of headlights 

that illuminated the trees beyond your shoulder, 
and blinded me for an instant. 

You wrote a poem about that night; 

fifteen lines that recalled the image 

of a couple standing alone and silent, 

shrouded by darkness, yet apart from the shadows. 
I suppose everyone is once blinded 

by a stranger - artificially illuminated. 

But why, after seeing you in the sun, 

did nothing matter but those fifteen lines on paper 
and your face, unseen, in the night? 


ANON. Il 
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GAMES 


Time, the antagonist, 

Leads me into vacuums, 

Burning his baseless bridges 

Built of borrowed moments. 

Time. . . .with his fingers on the lever 
Drives his dazzling roundabout; 
Greasy-faced and gleaming, 

Molesting and deceiving, 

He drops the truth upon me 

Like a stone. 


SHANNON BAILEY 


BUCK’S LITANY 


Blazing snowflake, 
Heir to Summer; 

A young, green leaf 
On wilted grass. 
Come tiny men 

In paper skiffs, 
Sailing on a sea 

of glass. 


Lofty laughter 

At perishing princes 
Paper flowers 
Thrown astray; 
Oozing wounds 

At bloodless vessels, 
A young man was 
Betrayed today. 


SHANNON BAILEY 
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POEM 


A bird sang before I died. 
His one crystal note seared 
Through the mist of dusk 
With awesome might. 


And suddenly the swollen sun, 
Whisked below the pines, and burst, 
Spewing its blood | 

‘across the trembling sky; and | 

Saw the crumbling eaves of daylight 
Collapse under the weight of night. 


SHANNON BAILEY 


12 


13 


GRASS 


Lean and tender, 

Sharp on every side, 

No blade will surrender— 
We have our pride. 
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JODY HAYNES 


NATURE’S CHILD 


The purple rustled curtain 
Laced with while concern 


Shadows the border: 
What of it? 

4 The portrait-faced child 
Edged with old tradition 
Thinks of departure; 
Can he leave? 


JODY HAYNES 


UTOPIA 


Utopia—when will 
your flavor 
belong to us, 
your bitter-sweetness 
never sour? 
When can we cease 
to know this 
darkness, 
and pluck the morning 
desert-flower? 


PAUSE 


Time may bring laughter 
Or tears with it, 
Which we must brush away. 


- EVENING 


The sun.on my lampshade 
Plays lazy on the edge, 
Crosses golden borders 
And casts itself a frame. 
The sun through my window 
Slides yellow down the beam, 
Passes over gray dust 
And plays a lonely game, 

Now it’s fleeting: 

For a moment 

I saw someone, 

I glimpsed myself 

Go past—hurried. 


JODY HAYNES 
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COLORS 


Firelight bright, 

Burn low yellow, 
Kindle red flame 

To gold mellow. 
Ashes gray, 

Mingle, die out, 
Drench black charcoal 
With dusting white. 


TODAY 


The sea, 

Those rough green lashes, 
Laughs 

As it watches 

You and me 

Running from wave 

To wave, 

Catching the sand, 
Choosing a moment 

To remember. 


YESTERDAY 


Teardrops 
Watched leaves fall 
To the ground— 
Down 

Down 
Until reaching bottom, 
Then 
Formed a pool: 
I’m coming home 
Tomorrow. 


JODY HAYNES 


aye 


Gray SIDNEY SMITH 


The boarding department smelled of vegetables. 
Somewhere a record player blared, Below, from the kitchen 
door, came the clatter of the cooks, preparing our dinner. As 
I went up the steps, my friend Tina Log waved from a 
departing school bus. 

We boarding students were in the minority at that prep 
school. There were thirty of us and about two hundred day 
students like Tina. The Victorian ruin in which we lived was 
officially named Davenport House, but everyone just called it 
the boarding department, or just ‘‘The B.D.”’ 

As I pulled open the heavy door, dusty, brown linoleum and 
charcoal green walls pressed on me. I walked through the 
living room with its ancient furniture and ran to the 
mailboxes, which were next to the office door. They weren’t 
really mailboxes, just a block of cubbyholes. 

The angry voice of Mrs. Weiss, our German housemother, 
yelled from the office door. I winced. It was Susan again. 

‘‘Young lady, it justisn’t done. You know about the sign out 
sheet. How can I call you to the phone if I don’t know where 
you are? And that is another thing. There are too many calls 
for you. You get calls and I have to go looking for you. 
Trapsing all over the house for you isn’t my job. What am I 
to do with you? A more inconsiderate, rebellious, lazy 
student I never did know. And so irresponsible!’’ She went on 
and on. 

Carrying a letter from my mother, I walked out of hearing, 
heading for the north stairs. Dejected thoughts ran through 
my mind. 

‘‘Why does Susan act like that? Everyone else has enough 
sense to stay on the good side of Old Bear Weiss. She’s never 
out of trouble. Why doesn’t she obey some of the rules and 
make is easier on herself?’’ 

Susan was my roommate. She really was nice, except to 
anyone in authority. When I got sick one night and the nurse 
was on her weekend off it was Susan who stayed up in the 
room taking care of me. She had a way of massaging backs 
that would have made Job himself feel better. As I lay there 
that night, we had talked. 

‘‘Susan, why don’t you go onanddo your homework? I know 
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you haven’t finished your book review, and I’m not dying or 
anything.’’ 

‘‘Well,’?? she said, as she kept on rubbing my back, ‘‘l 
guess it’s a matter of what’s more important, people or 
papers.’’ She would say a thing like that sometimes, and it 
would always mix me up. 

These contemplations of mine were interrupted when I 
reached the door. It was stuck, as usual. (Doors always had 
to be closed during the day as a fire precaution.) I finally 
battered it open, put my books on the desk, and started to 
read my letter. 

A minute or so later, Susan crashed in, disrupting my 
reading. ‘‘That blasted witch campused me!’’ she roared. 
‘If there is anyone on the earth more narrow-minded and 
unreasonable than that... that . .. beast!! Ooh, I could 
murder her!’’? Angry sparks sputtered in her eyes. 

I had to quiet her down. Old Mrs. Weiss would hear, and 
then she’d really be in trouble. 

‘‘How long this time, Susan?’’ 

‘<The whole week!’’ 

‘‘Were you planning anything this weekend??’’ 

‘‘Just shopping, and then - then.’’ 

I looked at her face more sharply. Itwas pale, but with an 
angry red blotch on each cheek. A nervous termor quivered 
about one corner of her mouth. Ihad never seen her so upset 
before. She looked ready to collapse. Ireachedfor her arm. 

‘<Just sit down on your bed for a minute and tell me all 
about it.’’ 

Susan sagged onto the bottom bunk and began to sob 
uncontrollably. She clasped me like a little girl witha 
skinned knee, pressing her face into my shoulder. As her soft 
brown hair brushed against me, Ismelled the faint fragrance 
of her shampoo. Susan was always impeccably neat, at least 
where it showed. 

Her dresser top always gleamed in austere order, but 
inside, where it didn’t show, chaos reigned. Her feelings 
were just like her dresser. Her conversations and actions 
were so smooth and suitable. I remembered at one of our 
rare school dances how quickly she hadputher date at ease. 
It was one of those affairs where nobody knew anyone, and 
couples were paired off alphabetically. Susan had a great 
time, laughing and dancing. She still got a letter from the 
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boy now and then, but she really never was serious with him 
or anyone. She never told anybody what she really felt about 
anything - except when she raved at teachers and such. 
Maybe it was because her ideas were so different. Every 
once in a long time, however, she would tell me. 

This was almost one of those times. Susan had never let 
herself cry before. Everyone inthat school cried at one time 
or another; it was that kind of place. But never Susan, not 
before this. 

‘‘Susan,’? I said, ‘‘Susan, what is it? What’s the matter?”’ 
She didn’t answer. Her tears made ugly spots on the gray 
school bedspread, and she tried instinctively to cover them 
with her blanket. 

Gradually, lying back on the bed, Susan became still and 
loosed her hold on me. Soon she appeared to be asleep. I 
looked up once from my homework. Her eyes were open, and 
she was staring so hard at nothing that I couldn’t concentrate 
on my vocabulary list. 

I was in bed that night before I realized something. Susan 
never told me what else she had planned for Saturday. 

The next day was Wednesday. As the endless rising bell 
rang, I stretched and leaned my head over the top bunk to 
wake Susan. She never could hear the bell, even though it 
rang half a minute. Suddenly I was wide awake. Susan wasn’t 
there. He bed was all made up, andthe stuffed dog with pink 
eyes perched in its usual place on the pillow. 

I got dressed frantically and went looking for her. What 
had gotten into her? 

Checking the bathroom, library, laundry room and study 
hall. showed no results. I went outdoors. All the other 
buildings would be locked at this hour. Thateliminated some 
places. It was a big campus, though, or at least big for a 
high school. I looked on the steep, wood slope out back. I 
saw the path we took to church each Sunday. As I ran 
squirrels scattered, screaming. Susan wasn’t there. I 
headed around the boarding department, past the main 
classroom building, and toward the bleachers on the far 
side of the hockey field. The field was muddy at ends where 
the grass had been worn away. I hadto go around the edge - 
only a short delay, but it made me frantic. Running past 
the school gate I glanced up the street beyond. Suddenly a 
lump of lead bounced back and forth between my stomach and 
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my throat. There was Susan on Main Street walking away 
from school. 

‘‘Oh, Susan,’? I thought, ‘‘What are you doing? You’ll be 
expelled if they catch you. Off campus, and at this hour and 
right in front of the Headmistress’ house! You fool, you 
fool.’’ 

I hesitated a moment before going after her. Maybe it 
didn’t matter to Susan, but I didn’t want to be kicked out. 
There is a strange bond between roommates, however, 
which often leads them to do things which otherwise would 
not even be considered. 

Catching up with her, I grabbed her by the arm. She 
was cold. I remember how cold her bare arm was in my 
hand. 

‘Susan, come back! They’ll catch you. Come on. Hurry 
up.’’ 

She tried to pull her arm away. ‘‘So what, so what,’’ 
she cried. ‘‘Do you like living in that nineteenth-century 
prison? I want to be free.’’ I gave an urgent tug on her 
arm, but she kept on talking. ‘‘No, I’m not going back with 
you. I’m through with it all. Do you know where I was 
going Saturday, before they campused me? The Zoo. I 
love zoos, with the children, and peanuts, and balloons, and 
bears. That’s where I’m going now, and I’m going to have 
the time of my life. When I come back, if I come back, they 
can expel me, or they can keep me; I don’t care which. 
Come on, come on with me. It would be so much more fun 
with two of us. Why don’t you come??’’ 

Stunned by her outburst, I dropped her arm and stared 
at her, her eyes flashing fire and excitement. Then I 
recovered. 

‘Of all the idiotic, selfish, irresponsible things to do! 
You’re willing to get kicked out just so you can look at 
some bears! What about your poor parents? How do you 
think they’1l feel?’’ 

‘-Y¥ou don’t understand,’’ she interrupted, as she tried to 
get by me and start toward the bus stop. ‘‘I just can’t live 
in there any more - gray walls, gray bedspreads, gray 
people. You know that school isn’t any good.”’ 

I tried to hold her back, but she tried just as hard to 
walk forward. ‘‘Well,’’ I puffed, ‘‘maybe if you tried to do 
something about it, instead of running away, it wouldn’t be 
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so bad.’’ 

‘Sure, please be reasonable,”’ she shrieked. ‘*‘Can’t you 
see Mrs. Weiss at a zoo chaperoning us - or some of the 
kids there, for that matter. That school is just too far gone.”’ 

Susan had me there. I grinned asI thought of our pompous 
housemother throwing peanuts to the monkeys. There wasn’t 
anything I could say in defense of the boarding department, 
but I knew she wasn’t doing the right thing to abandon it. I 
started out lamely, ‘‘It’s just wrong, Susan. Youcan’t just - 
just walk out on a problem.’’ 

She finally got around me and started down the street. 
‘<Come down to earth before your halo slips. And I always 
thought you were the realistic one. Oh, please, can’t you see? 
You’re too good to be wasted on a place like this. Why don’t 
you break out of yourself and really live? Quit being so 
‘respectable’ and ‘proper’ and ‘loyal.’ »» She had actually 
stopped and was facing me. 

It was confusing I didn’t know what was right anymore. 
Susan was more philosophical than I, and sheprobably knew 
what she was talking about. But the whole thing seemed so 
self-centered. What would it do to others if we deserted? 
What would the teachers we respected feel? What could they 
feel but disappointment? Still, that wasn’t much of an 
argument, just the opinions of a handful of people against 
the opportunity of really living. 

I must have stood there a few seconds, just trying to sort 
things out. I shook my head with a sigh and muttered. ‘‘No, 
Susan. I just can’t leave.’’ 

‘Oh, no, you poor misguided thing. Oh, why can’t you see!’’ 
she said as she started to cry. 

The bus pulled up at the stop, halfa block away. Susan ran 
to catch it. I tagged along behind. She stumbled up the steps 
and rummaged blindly in her purse for change. 

‘‘Good luck, Susan, good luck.’’? Two dimes and a nickel 
clinked into the machine. As the bus beganto pull away, she 
leaned out of the window. 

‘‘Good-bye,’’? she gasped, ‘‘I hope you always --’? 

The roar of the motor drowned out the words. 
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POEM 


I am here in shadowed darkness, waiting. 

Great battles shout somewhere, for about me 

A giant’s reflections wash in grey the castled clouds. 
I watch, wait; 

Listening. But with only half an ear. 

They are not my giants, nor is the battle kin to me. 
Those of my own- giants, battles- are gone, 

And one day I will go; and yet | sit 

Here, behind the ivies, marking only the path 

Of a passing dog whose echoing hands 

Click up to me here, 

Enveloped and unfeeling in the insulating fog 

Of my past 

And my shattered songs. 


Good songs they were, strong with hope 
And anticipation 

And something kin to dread. 

But the battle’s lost, 

The giant’s dead, 

And each of us is retreated. 


TO BUCKY 


There is an eye more bright and piercing even than your own. 
And, too, anear more neatly curved and convoluted 

Than that throne of pure pink shell which graces you. 

But nowhere on this fabled earth shall ere be found 

A tooth, (or two), to match your ivory looking-glass 

Where daily, in awesome, sombre silence I gaze, 

And, whistling, your s’s come through! 


ANON. 1} 
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TON-Y-BOTEL 8.7.8.7.D. 


I. 

If, on touching this window 

I thereby touched the world, 
I could understand. 

Things are not as they seem. 


Il. 

To have met a choice 
And, undecided, 
Eventually to have made some cold decision 
Based on love, 
Or pride 
Or honor. . 
This track I know. 

Question now: 

To whom, and why? 
Was it a way 
For which there was no other? 
And now, who knows the love 
Or pride 
Or even honor 
Which birthed your firstlast crucifixion? 


il. 

Things are not as they seem. 
Windows lie; 

Between the sky and me 
Lies glass. 


ANON. I 
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THE GLASS WALL 


When we were little, 

Did we have a glass wall between us & the 
world? 

I don’t think so. 

No, it takes time a glass wall. 

It’s made of cruel words & unfairness. 


Glass walls are funny. 

You can see through them, 

And talk through them, 

You can even touch through them. 

But the sad thing about glass walls 

is that you can’t love through them. 
When love comes close, 

Glass walls.have a way of closing up 
tight around you. 

They protect us. 

We’re safe behind our glass wall. 

We’re safe from all involvement & hurt, too- 
But I get lonesome sometimes. 

I hear that some people break their glass 
walls, 

They told me compassion is the only 
thing that can shatter them. 


I don’t like my glass wall anymore. 
Let’s break ours. 


ROBIN ROGERS 
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